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GYPSY CHIEF
DEFENDS RACE

Says Popular Belief Crediting Them with Evil
Lives Is a Survival of Old-Time
Superstition.

TESTIMONY SUPPORTS HIS CLAIM

Massachusetts Lawyer Declares He
Has Studied Habits of the Wander-

know the value of & good reputation
In our business, and If we had no
bigher standard of honor than that it
would be sufficlent to keep us honest.
1 think that if you will inquire among
the people with whom we have done
business you will find we bear an ex
cellent name for honesty. This mis-
conception of thievish tendencies s
inherited, and it has been fostered by
the depredations of muny wanderers
who are not gypsies at all, but have
taken to a nomadle existence for
gheer love of |dioness and freadom
from responsibllity. T know of French-
men, of Irishmen and of Germans who
travel about the country posing as
gypsles, when they have not & drop
of gypsy hlood in thelr veins and none
of the gypsy code of living.

“Some of us are fairly well educat-
ad. Much of that edocation has boen
ohtained by contact with the world,
but the world is a good university, and
one deoesn’t forget the lessons one
learns there. When a gypsy leaves
the life of his forefathers and applles
himself to the usual pursuits of civ-
lization, he generally suceseds, which
proves that the gypsy ls a man of In.
telligence. I have a cousin who Is
mayor of & large town and another
who is head of a considerable shoe
manufactory.

‘ing People and Has Found Little to

Warrant Condemnation---Have Never

Been Kidnapers of Children.

Aoston~"Be good children, or the
gvpsles will get you.”

For hundreds of years mothers
and purses havoe used this style of ad-
maonition with refractory children, for
gince the advent of the gypsies into
England from the east In the six-
teenth century;, popular opinion has
asgociated them with thievery and
kidnaping and thriftless ways, with
sorceries and Incantations and things
that loom terrible fo the childish
mind, Famous writers have pletured
them as Incorriglble rascals, the pub-
fiec who have seen only the nomadic
features of thelr life have bullt up
many superstitions around this an-
clent people, untll to-day to be & gyp-
8y is to be ad outcast, a nameless
wanderer upon the earth, feared and
distrusted by all men save the few
whose dealings with the gypsy folk
have taught them bettet,

But have not Borrow and Groome
and Charles Godfrey Leland and Sir
Whalter Scott fallen Into the érror of
actepting prevalent bellefs without
accurate personal knowledge of the
peoplo of whom they have written?
Aud have not the gypsies' romuoantic
charm, their curlous lingo, their habit
of wandering, thelr sguperstitions and
lore and their supposed fresdom from
humdrum restraints and moral and
legal conventions created in the pub-
He miod an altogether false Impres-
glon of this curious people? Those
who have come closest to them assert
that such is the case.

Espeelally is the popular Idea a fal-
lacy when applied to the American
gypsy, and it has remalned for A, T.
Sinclalr, a Massachusetts lawyer, to
come publicly to their defense. Mr.
Sinclalr I8 In a position to know what
he talke about. He has spoken the
language of the American gypsy for
456 vears, he has given years of study
to the hablts of the oriental gypsy,
and to the suhject he has devoled his
best observation. The resull of his
dealings with gypsies and his cloge
assoclation with them for a quarter of
& century Is the firm belief that they
are a much libeled and grestly mis-
understood people.

Talk Little of Themselves.

Many have wondered why the gypsy
has pever tried to defend himself,
why np one of them has ever attempt-
¢d to refute the general conception of
his people. When an oulsider ap-
proaches a gypsy to get Information,
{he man who & moment belore might

Type of Well Educated Gypsy.

have been loguacity flsell, in the
‘hope of making a horse trade, be-
cnmes suddenly secretive; he Is as
cloge @s the proverbin! oyster. Not
once In a thousand times will & gypay
discuss with an outzider elther his
own affalts or those of hig #ribe, what-

N =

GOOD AND BAD POINTS
OF THE AFGHAN RACE

Subjeots of the Ameer Are Treacherous
and Vindictive, But Fearless and
Hoepitable to a Fault—Passion for
Intrigues and Feuds—Women Hand.
some In Thelr Plcturésque Dress-—
Ruler 1s a Much Married Man and
Sald to Be an Affectionate Parent
—WKabul Not an Imposing City.

==

Asa race the Afghans e hanﬂma
(and athistle, wriles Angus Hamilton
in the London Chroniole. Often of
falr complexion, they have, for the
most part, aquiline features, They
grow beards, but shave r.he_l.on of the
head, leaving the hair st the sides to|
fall fn large curls over the shoulders.
‘Proud in bearing, per
“mer and qulek to resent
msa:amn {s nothing if not eruel,
perjured and vindiotive.

that he Iy mrllll.

ever the stranger's business claims
may be upon his consideration,

But Tom Stanley, son of the chief
of the Somerville gypsies, relented
somewhat from this rule to explain
certain misconceptions that have long
existed In the minds of the public
coneerning the windering folk.

“0Of course It doesn't matter to us
what people think, so long as we
know onrselves honest and so long as
wa play falr In trade and in all our
dealings with the . world,” he sald.
“That is wne reason why none of us
has ever taken the trouble to contra-
diet the many lies that are eirculnted
ahout our manner of Ife and our
methods of doing business. But many
times 1 have been tempted Lo write
something about our people, Lhat

Personal Characteristics.

| “Lookat me. Do I look Ilike an
Egyptian? Am [ dark, or swarthy, or
flerce of aspeet?”

Tom Stanley Is a wellset-up man
above the average belght, no darker
than most dark men of Cancasinn
blaod. He speaks Engllsh well, and
away from the environments of his
summer camp has as Httle of the alr

| of the gypsy—the gypsy of fietion,
that 1s—as & business man,
"Yet people ploture me and my

people In their imaginations as half-
savage wanderers, akin to the Egyp-
tians or the orientals. Look at this
little glrl of mine, Does she look lke
an Indlan ehdld?”

He thrust forwaprd a bashful tot of
about seven years, & flaxen-haired
child with big blue eyes, Bhe, too,
was as far removed from the popular
idea of the gypsy as Peary I8 now
from the north pele,

“T am of American Dblood, but of
Engllsh descent. My people lived In
Worcester a few generations ago, and

One of Thelr Chief

other people may know them better,
for nothing accurate has heen wrltten
that 1 ean find.”

Valley Stanley is known from Bos.
ton to Worcester and throughout all
the outlylng eountry. Ife is the her-
editary chief of his tribe, for, like
kingship, leadership among the gyp-
sles Is usually hereditary. His people
camp at Somerville during the sum-
mer months, thongh they move about
v some extont as his business as a
norse trader demands. At present he
s living in Bverett, whlle the peaple
of bis tribe are distributed through-
ott BEverett and Lynn for the winter,

Gypsy Held in Respect.

“T would take Valley Stanley's word
where I would not take another man's
hond,” said an Fverett horses dealer
of the chiel of the BStanley tribe
“Why, I knew his father, Bill Stanley,
chief of the Lribe before him. There
was never a stralghter man In the
horse-dealing business than Bill Stun.
IBYA"

That is the [dea formed of Lwo gypsy

with them in A& business that offers
great opportunities for sharp work.

“Perhaps you yoursell have been
frightened when a.chlld by somebody
telling you to '‘watch out or the gyp-
sles will get you " sald the chlef's
son, “That is because people have
the idea that gypsles go In for kid-
naping children. They have usually
carried this {dea in thelr minds since
they themselves were children, when
they received it from their parents in
precisely the same way, That I8 ab-
golutely a wrong f{den of us, Why
should we kidnap? Wae have children
enough of our own, quite as many as
we can take care of.

“Then they accuse us of being ad-
dioted to steallng. That I8 a le. We

chiefs by & man Intimately associated |

Sources of Income.

my great-great-grandfather wos &
Bristol man. The Stanley family Is
& good one o England.

“Yet we are gypsles, descended
fram @ long line of gypsies, We speak
the Roman tongue, which is a lan-
guage In general use among gypsles
the world over, though it variea groat-
ly according to the countty in which
a tribe llves,

“The next tima anyone tells you
that we have no religion, do not be-
lfeve it. We have our religion pre-
cisely as you or any other man who
It not a gypsy has his, Many of our
people ara Baptists, some belong to
other Christian denominations. When
a gypsy does become enthugiastic over
hia religlon he makeg not infrequent-
ly what you call a great revivalist,
That 8 his temperament.

“This temperament shows again in
the muslc of the gypsles. Although
this muslo {8 entirely by ear, many
great composers have conceded that
it {8 effective and accurate, even
though wild in character The gyp
| gles in Hungary and Russla and Po-
land are noted as musiclans.”

Mr. Sinclair's Testimony.

What the son of the chief of the
Somerville gypsies says about the
gypsy folk 18 borne out by Mr. Sin-
clair. He does, in fact, destroy many
a cherished fllusion.

“A good many of them are members
of the Bapilst ehurch, and speak at
the prayer meetings with all the fer-
vor of the other members, Often-
timea I have heard them exhort visit-
ora to thelr camps aboul the blessings
and necegslty of a Chrlstian life,” he
BAYS.

And he adds that {(hey are not
given to thieving more than any other
“poor, lgonorant people and the com-
munity where they are found.' Mr.

hig blood feuds are pursued with no
uncertaln energy.

Afghan women, who possess a Jew-
fsh cast of features, nre handsome,
with complexions of unusual pallor,
but sometimes rosy. They are kept
rigidly secluded, yet Intrigues aro
sald to be frequent; and a ballet or &
dagger thrust more often than nol
does duty for the divoree court. Thelr
costume {s,0f & most piotdresque do-
seription, Even to a plain and awk-
ward woman iU Imparts some appenrs
ance of grace. A “piran,” or chemise,
extends from the throat to just above
the ankles, with sleeves that reach to
the wuist. It is of cloth of gold, vel:
vet, sllk, cashmere or calloo, and in
shape not unlke our own Princess
‘robe. Beneath this are “tom-bons,”" or
pajamas, These may be of cloth of
gold, silk, cashmere or callco, finished
off ‘ot the ankles by a fringe of die
‘monds, nld or' nﬂﬂvg A runnﬂ cap,

Sinclair's concluslons with respect to
the American gypsy are identical with
# report sent him by the governor gen-
eral of Russian Central Asia on the
gypsy folk of his country, who have
the reputition of being thieves and
cheats, but, “according to the reports
of our administmtlve officials, they
behave themselves well.”

As (o their alleged propensity (o
steal childhen, an idea fostered by
superstition and the melodrama, Mr.
Sinclalr says that Is all a myth

“All the gypsies In the vicinity of
Boston know me as "Lawyer Sinclalr,’
and for many years I have been con-
silted by them when In  trouble,

Lavender
Creighton’s
__Lovers

By OLIVIA B.STROHM

[ Copyright, 1304, by Olivia B. Strohm).

CHAPTER XXIIL—CoNTINUED,
Rapidly thought plowed through sus-

A Gypsy, but Doesn't Look It

There have been o good many cases
when children were lost and the gyp-
gles were asuspected of kldnaping
them. Often thelr camps have heon
searched and they have been snbject-
ed to much annoyance and trouhle,
In no ecase, however, has it been
found to be true thal they had taken
any childron,

Origin Hard to Trace.

Of thelr own origin the gvpsies can
glve no exact aceount, many of them
following the popular bellel that they
came origlnally from Egypt. The
Saracens, the Jews, the Canasnites,
the lost tribes of Israel, or the mixed
multitudes that followed Moses oul
of Egypt—efforts have been made Lo
trace their origin to each of these
sourees The most commonly acesapt
ed theory ls that they are of Indian

orvlgin, and thelr language, Homanl,
ghows many resemblances to the
Hindu.

Leaving thler early home 1n novth-
western Indla about the year 800, the
gypsw Tolk, driven by the lrroptions of
the hordes of Genghls Khan, started
on thelr long march of econturies.
Taking the direction of Kabullsian
and Pepsin, they penetrated into
Bgypt and northern Afriea apd mi-
grated west through Asla Minor into
Turkey,

Thelr earllest ablding place on the
continent of Europe was Greece, As
early as 1398 a gypsy chieftain named
John was established with a large fol-
lowing under Venetlan rule. They
are recorded In Switzerland In 1418,
in Denmark in 1420 In Italy In 1422
in France and Spain in 1442, in Pol-
and and Russla about 1600, and in
England not long after. It was the
depredatlons and the frequent atrocl:
tles practiced by these large invading
hordes that galned for the gypsies
thelr bad name, & name that has stuck
to them ever since.

The Last Migration.

Thelr last migration was to Amerl
ea and Australln, nearly three cen-
turles later, These bands were most:
Iy English gypsies, although many
bands from the econtinent of Europe
aré to be found in the United States.
But whatever natlonality a tribe he
longed to, it retalned the Romani lan-
guage, the language common to all

gypslea, This is not a simple jargon
or cant. It s a true and complete
langusge, especlally in the farther

east, where the gypsies have remained
compact, and il possesses a consider
able voeabulary and a highly devel-
oped system of inflectlons, This lan-
guage has naturally been influenced
to a considerable extent by the coun-
try of adoption, the broken dlalect
of the English gypsles, which 15 the
language of the majority of the
American tribes, belng a strange mix.
ture of English and Romanl.

How niany grpsies are there In the
world? It would be Imposgible to take
a census of these roving people. When
they first made thelr appearance in
Agia and in Europe they were often
many thousands strong, under chief-

or "kings of Little Egypt,” the gyp-
pies encouraging the belief that they
were Egyptinns suffering banishment,
In order to secure tolerance and as-
glstance from the people whom they
encountered In thelr migrations. The
gypeles muost nomber wall into the
millions, for in Roumania alone and
In varlous parts of thé Balkan re
ghons, HMungary and Russla, there are
over 500,000,

bag, worn underneath the gold ecap,
but hanging down the back to below
the walst. Marrled women wenr &
fringe of hair, often curled, on elther
slde of the fuce. Degcending from the
top of the head to the hem of the
“plran,” leaving the face unrovered, la
the geacebilly draped  “chadar’'—a
large wrapping of finest muslin, filmy
gauze, or delicately tinted chiffon.

Kabul first became the capital of
the country which hus playved such a
prominent part In  Asiatle history
when the Hlustrious Baber made him-
self master of it In 1604—156 years be-
fore his never to be forgotten invasion
In Hindustan, The ety ssands on the
right bank of the Kabul river and 1s
about three miles in civcumterence, It
was onee enclosed within & wall, of
which but few traces are now re-
maining, and had seveh gates, bhut of
these only the Lahor gate and the Sir-

are tortuous, narrow and dirty, the
houses are bullt of sun dried brick and
wood, with flat roofs and
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dar gale are standing. The streets
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e
born fn 1872 at Samarkand, In Russian
Turkestan, while his father, Abdur
Katiman, was & fugitive there from
Shir All, and he s the fourth in direet
suocesslon from the founder of the
dynasty, the Amir Dost Mahommed.

Habtb Ullah I8 smaller in stature
and much sallower than his father, to
whom he bears & marked resemiblance;
he wears his clothes wilh clumsy dig
nity, and Is evidently partienlar about
thelr eut, finlsh and condition. Ie is
alresdy inclined to stoutness, but the
heaviness of his fertures I8 concealed
In part by & beard aud mustache.

lu conversation his face lights with
nn énguging smile, but he has great
resorve of manner, and not unusually

cupation. His knowledge of our lian-
guage I8 meager and he understands
Hugllsh botter than he speaks it.

The Amir {5 an affectionate parent,
and at one time wag & much married
‘man, At the Instigation of the priests,

lhub.af hll wlvu ware di-
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0 Bow. ho 3 the. proud

talns who styled themselves counts, '

wears an alr of abstraction or preve-.

p In his brailn, even as his fest
pressed with eager haste the brush
and bracken of the riverside. Owa-
toga had given no hint of his direc
tion—was it up or down the stream?
Down, he would have had to row
against the current, and past the vi-
lage, with more show of detentlon,
Nevertheless, Winslow thought it more
likely that he had taken that course.
Westward, was ever the Indian's
walch-cry, and against the wave, Owa-
togi's glant strength would have less
chance of being overtaken. The pos
sibility of observation waa small; it
had been a Sabbath day, and In the
heat of noon, when all would aveld the
river.

All this Owatoga had doubtless con-
sidered, thought Winslow, as he
tramped the water's edge up and down,
peering Into every clump and shade,
Hia steps had led him well to the east,
when, suddenly, half-way between the
water and a ferny coppice, he spiled
something small and dark lying on the
gand. Mechanically he went to exam-
foo It, and his heart beat like a forge
8s he recognized the black bag—the
silk trifle she bad worn at church the
previous day. He stood still for a
moment, overcome by the feellngs of
rellsf and tenderness roused in him by
this inanimate thing—this bit of silk
that had dangled from her walst.

He ralsed it from the damp, sandy
bed as though it were sacred, fondling
ft with reverent care. Then, with the
touch of {t, rushed over him, oo, a
gense of Its practical value! Ilere
was proof of her presence on this spot;
then Owatoga had brought her here—
be was on the right track at last!

Folding the bag, he was aboul to
stow it In his pocket, when from it
dropped a yellow envelope; he stooped
to regain it—it was his own. In her
possession; this note, which causing
his presence in the forest on that fatal
night, had caused all the tangle of dis-
trust and suffering and apprehension
—all the wretched coil.  The sight of
the yellow paper fAlled him with dis-
gust, and to find the reminder of that
nizht in something of Lhers—to seo 1t
in this dainty pooket which should hold
only delleate, clean and Dbeautiful
things—he shivered, hurt In all his
iner feelings

Replecing the latter, he put the bag
fh his knapsack, with a little sigh
then, as I throwing aslde sentiment
for practleal things, he looked care-
{fully about. She had begn here—of
that there was proof; but Owatoga had
mentioned two boats—where could the
other Le?

His gaze {ell upon a somethibg which
looked like two ends of boards joined
together in n way that provad man's

and he laughed aloud, triumphantly.
On the ground he spled scraps of corn-
bread snd an empty bottle. Winslow
sniffed at the latter, and made & wWry
face. “Poor little girl” he said, smil-
ing, with a pitying shake of the head,
One little crust he picked up and
Elipped Into his pocket, glancing
shamefacedly at a squlired, whick,
perched on & near-by limb, seemed to
note the actiee with s teasing tilt of
its head and n mocking chatter.
Unllke Owatoga's direct course
through the swampy undergrowth,
Winslow's unfamillar feet led him by
a clreultous path to the base of a hill
on the opposite side from which the
indlan and Lavender had emerged the
night hefore.

Here he paused, and taking the dia-
gram from his pocket, studied it again.
““The swamp of tamarack lles here,
and just beyond is the hut of the old
man of the woods.'" Just beyvond!
Where?  Beyond this hill? He|
glanced wearlly at the slope; It was
beautiful with itz earpet of flowers and
festoons of ivy looped from tree and
shrub. It was inviting—but It was
steep; he was tired—"'just beyond"
was vague, tantalizing,

Obedient to the impulse of fatigoe, |
he sat down to rest against the trunk
of a sycamore whose roots colied about
him iike protecting arms. Not far
away lay the streteh of swampy under-
growth; a few paces to his right
loomed the hill like a mound made
with giant hands—steep, sharp, wJLh-i
out purpose in the landscape.

He was pondering whether to nqmnri
or skirt its base, when his attention
was held by the fligure of a man rmuiu;‘:|
slowly down. His step was firm .|nl|
light as an Indian brave's, though from
under the cap of =kins fowed halr|
whitér than the aspen's sllver lining,

THE INDIAN FELL TO

HIS KNHEES

WITH YELL O RAGE AND PALN.

He was still too far away for Wins-
low to attract his notice. laterested,
the latter watched bim g8 he came, a
gun over his shoulder and two hares
dangling in the idle hand.

A stier in the swamp st his left

woods” But he wzuld wasts no timd
In vain bope and ldie speculationy
Aloud be sald: “This Indian is some
thing of a nuisance, but—

He paused, and the other fnished.
the phrase: “But he |8 wounded, help
Jess; we can't leave him to dle”

To the Indian Boone sald: “Come,*
and slowly they climbed the hill, Wins-
low and his new-found friend, with
the red man staggering between,

Littls was sald, for the journey WwWas
tollsome and slow, over briars and
roots, under a sun yet hot, though low
in the west.

At the brow of the hill they paused
and looked down. “~The shed is there
but you cannot sée 1t,” Boone sald, and
to the shade of boasting in his tons
the Ind'an retorted: “But it has been
seen! The white man {2 no match for
his red hrother—the old man's hut haa
been seen.”

This was sald with such telling em
phasis that the lsteners were filled
with a vague apprehension. From this
man, alone, and unarmed, they had
nothing to fear, but might there nol
be others?

Each, howsever, forbore to question
and the Indian relapsed into sullen
sllence,

They descended the opposite slide of
the hill, and still no sigo of dwelling
when at last the little place came ir
sight through a break (n the thick

grove hedglog It about.

And then Winslow's heart stood still
with & tumult of feeling.

Thore, at the entrunce of the cabin
stotd Lavender and the Indian guide
together—interested, friendly,

It was all 80, then, even as the oo
toroon had said: “The white maid
will be safe with Owatoga.”

CHAPTER XX1V

Lavender was showing Owatoga (he
use of the gritter. *'See, you rub the
corn along this rough side, and it
comes out meal on the other; it la
really magic, Owatogan."

she laughed, and the low muslc waz2
88 sweet to hear as she was falr to
see.  With arms bare to the elbow,
she held a crock between her knees
Into which the meal slowly sifteld, Now
and then she raised a face bright and
flushed with exercise, to meet the cilm
eyes of Owatoga fixed upon her io
placid content.

For a moment the newcomers
watched them thus, then Boone whis-
perad: “I should have prepared you for
the presence of a female. but in the care
of this man here, I forgot, [ shall go
of, and let her know there s 4 guest
with me."

Winslow staved back
while Boone went forward
the girl smile and wave a welcome
with the corn-cob she held. Then ths
ald ploneer whisgpered a word to Owa-
toga, and wita long, crouching strides,
the latter cleared the vacant space to
where his master stood supporting tha
wounded brave,

“Go to her' was all he sald, and
slowly Winslow obeyed; he needed

in shadow,
Ha saw

made the watcher turn hig eyves from
the old man to fix them on the thicket
pear, There
in its recess, (00,
of the woods had no Jack of tenantry,

low took firm hold of his mle,
kept his eyes fastened on the opening |
whence the rustling sound.

handiwork Thea boat! Hs made
dash Into the coppiee, and from It
pulled a light cance. For one immoment

eocstasy; then he pushed it from shore
and was out on the broad breast of the
Missouri,

For an idle moment the boat swung
with the current; the man at the oars
let it drift—up or down? While he
hesitated, the sun rose from a grove
of trees beyond the bend of the river.
It pointed long fingers of Ught straight
up the stream, and motes dancing in
{ta rays, beckoned him to follow,

“An omen!" he exclaimed, In sud-
den burst of boyish enthusiasm, and
ptraight agalnst the current he head-
ed the boat.

“Westward we go,” he gaid, playiully,
giving rein to the new buoyancy.
“Follow al your lelsure,’” and he waved
his hand to the sun, which now burnt
& huge copper globe on Lthe horizon.

It was yet early €ay when he rowed
past the village—drowsy still with the
sloth of the previous Sabbath. The
few who were stirring, took no care to
blink through the fog at the solitary
fgure In the boat tolling up stream.

And bard work it was! Even the
Indian's strength had felt the strain,
and to this man, wealkened by illness,
whose powers of endurance were rath-
er of nerve than brawn, it was effort
Indeed. Yet, buoyed by the hope that
had sprung in his heart at sight of
the gracious souvenir of her presance,
he tollel on, scanning each change In
the outline of shore, anxlous for the
firat sight of swamp and grove of tam-
aracks. He felt almost sure it would
be on the northern bank; Owatoga had
glven no hiot to cross the river. He-
sides, many of the Osage tribe were
scattered to the north, and it was like-
ly he would choose the hunting
grounds of hls own people,

An houror two at noon, he put ashore
at the foot of a poplar-crowned bluff,
then on—until, with the fiercest blaze
of the afternoon sun scorching his tired
back, the grove of tamaracks came In
glght, Its dense, swampy shade lured
bim with promises of dellcious cool-
ness—here, too, was another link im
the chain which was leading him to
ber. At the thought his fagging
gtrength reyived; his aching arims felt
new vigor, and with a dozen stout
sweeps of the oar, he landed at a
little point where one withered tam-
arack stood apart; the dead brown
needles at Its crest o crown of thorns
uplifted to the sky.

On the edge of Lthe forest stood a
scrub-oak tree, one braoch of which
had been hent over and rooted again,
giving & curions hump-backed effect,
Winslow unoted this with a start of
pleasure, “Another landmark! It Is
well 1 have before witnessed Owatogas
foreat-craft,” he thought.

Hiding the boat, he rested in the
shade, but only for a little space. For,
withi the end of his search so near, he
could no ly, though the grass was
soft and ylelding—the turf ns a feath«
ered couch; the sky a marvelous tur-
guolse canopy, plerced with & thousand
smerald spires.

Rising, he studled carefully every

a] He had not Jong to wait,

An In-
dian stepped forth, plainly revealed, He
|urrre buckskin clothes like the white

curivus marks on the red skin, His |
gaze swepl past Winslow, fixed In sar-
donic interest upon the man slowly de-
scending the hill who came steadily
on, unconsclous of any presence.

Over the face of the savage crept a
diabolical smile as he raiged his rifle,

But the trigger was not pulled, There
was, instead, a flash, a report from
Winslow's gun, and with a yell of
astonlshment, rage and paly, the [n-
dian dropped to hils kneas,

Quickly Winslow stood over him,
with gun again leveled, and the old
man In silence joined him.

“Had we not bhetter disarm the fel-
low while we hold him at our mercy,
sir?" Winslow suggested, lkeeping a
witehful gaze on the wounded man.

Daniel Boone bent over him, and
took his gun, tomahawk and kalfe in
grim silence,

Then rising, he extended his hand
to Winslow with a smile of gratitude
that made young tbhe stern old fea-
tures. “I thank you, alr. It'a quick-
ness counts at such a time."

Winglow grasped the proffered hand,
“I am thankful that I hnppened to be

here. But what shall we do with this
rascal?"”
They turned to where the Indian

groveled In pain to see blood soaking
through the heavy leggings, making a
red-brown poal on which a dead leaf

floated. And io spite of everything,
pity stirred both, Together they bound
up his wound and helped him to
rise.

To Winslow's astonishment, he spoke
in good English gutturals. *"'Why not
kill Ogage brave? Bad shot?"

Winslow shook his head, “No, &
vital Is easy to strike at such short
range, but I have a slight prejudice
against murder, which, of course, you
canndt underatend. 1 did not need to
kill you. This gentleman is as sale as
though you lay stark dead."

Danlel Boone added, impressively:
“Yes, vou owe your life to this man,
Tery to remember (hat, I you have
the one virtue of your race, But now
that you are saved, we do not Know
what to do with you" he added, grim-
ly, surveylng the Indian, who, resting
on one knee, hugged Its wounded fel-

low,
To his surprise the savage sald,
while he rose with difficulty; “I go

home with youw"

“Then vou know where I live at
present?"”

“I know; many others know; take
me with vou." This the savage sald
over and over, each Ume more urg-
ontly.

Boone looked puzzled. “My hut Is just
aver the hill,’”" he said to Winslow, "'in
the thicket at its foot, 1 have lttle
room; lttle to offer, but all T have 18
yours. It was never yet sald that
Daniel Boone forgot a service."”

“8o this is Col. Boone? | am hon-
ored, indead, and since 1 am on a
etrangé and anxious errand, | gladly
accept your offer.”

" There suddenly darted through his
mind the thought of Owatoga's med-

were cautious footfalls |
BEvidently this |m|'l,|

time to collest himself and be calm
and strong after the first joy of see-
ing her—alive and well.

Meantime, Boone had told Lavender,
| in terse words: “I met a youth in

Mechanleally, and without nolse, Wins- | the woods, and brought him home with
and | me.

You will not ohject to a stranger
by our camp-fire?"

A strong intultion selzed her; the
youth who was to share thelr camp
fire=who was he? Her heart gave tha
|aus«m All day, from her awalken-

he stood surveying it, In thanktul, silent | ploneer, but with bead and blanket and | Inlg at early dawn—from the first faint

| peep of light over the sumach-borderad
woad, she had watched the sun's march
across the sky, wondering at what
point of his pilgrimage he would shine
upon the man who was to seek and
bring her home.

So when, at last, Winslow came, sha
felt no surprise—she had known he
would come. The devotion of Gonzaga
—the spparent neglect of this oth-
er—wera alike forgotten. “I1 am 80

““h” 7N
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"I AM 80 GLAD YOU HAVE COME™
SHE CRIED

glad you have come, she cried, and
went to meet him with both hands out-
stretched. Taking them in his: “I
came as soon a8 I could,” he said, and
for a few moments they stood silent,
hands clasped, their eyea meeting.

“Heoyday, heyday!" exclaimed thelr
host, “am | the vietim of a conspiracy?
This I8 what comes of sn old fool's
meddling!” But there was a twinkle
in his eye, and the frown was a fall-
ure. While Lavender went cajlingly
up to him, and stroked his arm in &
gentle careas, Winslow said: “Call
it 'an old fool's meddling,' It you like,
Col. Boone, but to me you are an agenh
of Providence. As you see, sir, I have
the honor to be acquainted with this
young lady, amd am gome in search of
her., A crude hint left by Owatoge
brought me hers; you guided me the
rest of the way; my stonr ll told—it
Is 1 who have all to learn. i

“Women are better l.'nllsers than mer
—even old men.” Boone retorted, with
mock gruffness, “1 refer you to the
young woman herself. Tl just stap
downi ‘o the spring and Adress thesw
rabbits for supper. Folks can't l.l"" 4
on talk—nor love, elther."

With this parting shot, dalive
over hig shoulder between nods
knowing winks, the old man siip)
into the thicket,

After a moment’s silence, m
ward by the pionser's significant
and manner, Lavender sald: “
see mother? 1Is she'—her eager
stipplied the question.

[To Be Continoved.;




